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Flaming? 
Author's Notes: 


*FLASHBACKS INDICATED BY ~~~ 
| don't own any of this, and it's completely fiction. 


There's a dull throbbing in Glenn's head as he slowly surfaces from his peaceful reverie of sleep. With a soft 
groan, he brings a hand up to his face and pinches the bridge of his nose. Unable, or rather unwilling to open 
his eyes, he decides to try to remember exactly where he is and how he'd come to be here. There's no way 
he's in his hotel room, as the soft blankets he's engulfed in certainly aren't the rock of a mattress he'd been 
sleeping on for the past week. 


~~~ "Come on, boys, we've just finished an incredible tour! The least we can do is celebrate a little, right?" 
Rob, still wired from the rush of being on stage wouldn't take ‘no' for an answer. "I'm sure there are plenty of 


decent bars around here, why not go have a drink?"~~~ 


Starting to put the pieces together, Glenn decides it's time to rip the bandaid off. He slowly opens his eyes, and 
finds that he's in a bedroom. It's not the largest space, and there are clothes and other clutter strewn about 
it. To his surprise, however, there are no signs of any female occupancy. There are no bras among the 


clothes, no makeup on the dresser, and no heels to be found. 


"Oh Jesus" Glenn sighs to himself as he sits up. Only then does he notice he isn't wearing any clothes. A 
shower he didn't realize was running shuts off, and all he can do is remain under the covers, as he prepares 


himself to see the one with whom he'd shared a bed last night. 


A door opens and out steps exactly as he'd feared: a man. He's tall with dark hair, and Glenn can't help but 
notice how very naked he is. He can't help the incredulous expression that makes it's way on to his face. 


Apparently the man notices, because a sympathetic smile slides onto his face. "G'mornin. Not expecting to have 


spent the night with a bloke, eh?" 


Glenn finds himself at a loss for words, and utters a small "Um... not exactly." The man, who now has a towel 
wrapped around his waist chuckles and replies, "Yeah, well last night after a few beers you seemed pretty open 
to the idea. | mean, | don't know how many drinks you'd had prior to hitting on me, but | know we had about 
four before.. going home." He enters the small bedroom and picks up some clothes from the floor before 
tossing them at Glenn "Name's Mike, in case you've forgotten" 


Glenn nods, grabs the clothes and all but sprints into the bathroom. As he closes the door he leans on the 


vanity and stares into the mirror. "Fuck", he murmurs. 


~~~"Hey, man, you ready to move on? This place is pretty dead” lan, using the stool next to him to steady 
himself, asks Glenn. Glenn, who's been not-so-subtly staring at some guy a few seats down, barely registers 
the swaying lan next to him. "Oh, uh, yeah. Sure." He begins to get up when he feels a hand on his shoulder. 


He turns to see Rob leaning over him and lan. Turning towards lan, Rob loudly interjects, "Actually, it looks to 
me as if Glenn here's enjoying some peace and quiet! KK. wants to try the place across the street. We'll meet 


up later. Come on, mate!" 


More quietly, he leans over and speaks into Glenn's ear, "Go for it. He's cute." With a bit of a drunken smile on 
his lips, Rob squeezes his shoulder, winks, and leaves Glenn back to his staring.~ ~~ 


Glenn closes his eyes and lets out a long sigh. "Perfect." He slowly dresses, and before long he hears a light 
knock. From the other side of the door Mike asks, "You alright in there, Glenn? Want me to call you a cab?" 


He decides he can't hide in this bathroom forever, and opens the door. "Yeah, that'd be great, thanks." Flashing 
an awkward smile, he passes Mike and makes his way back into the bedroom. "Or, | can do it if you'll lend me 


your phone", he suggests. 


Mike turns around and points down the hallway. "There's one in the kitchen, next to the fridge. Feel free to eat 


something as well, or before you go | could make you breakfast?" He raises his eyebrows and smirks slightly. 


Glenn begins to take in the man standing before him, and immediately stops himself. Annoyed and a bit 
confused, he shortly answers, "No, just the phone.", and exits the bedroom. 


After asking an obviously dejected Mike for his address, he calls for a cab and makes his way towards the 
front door. The two men wait in silence, and about ten minutes- long minutes- later, the taxi arrives. 


Mike turns to Glenn. "Well, | had a good time. Thought you did too, but.. | hope to see ya again" He smiles in 
spite of the situation and opens the door. Glenn nods and once again finds himself enjoying Mike's smile. He lets 
the fondness linger for a moment longer than before, but abruptly shuts it down. "Yeah", he all but mumbles 


and walks out the door. 


After telling the cab driver where to go, Glenn heavily sighs and leans his head against the head rest with a 
thud. 


~~~Glenn eventually worked up the nerve to buy the mystery-guy (whose name turned out to be Mike) a few 
stools down a drink. Obviously interested, he had moved next to Glenn, and the rest was a blur. 


Now, four drinks later, Glenn can feel Mike's hot breath on his face. It smells mostly of scotch, but there's a 
hint of something else unique. He takes a moment to really look at Mike's face. Nothing overly noteworthy 
about it, but there's an overall boyishness that Glenn finds himself very attracted to. As his eyes meet 


Mike's, he feels an odd sense of lust washing over him. 


He unconsciously leans in closer, and Mike promptly closes whatever distance is left between them. The kiss 
isn't the least bit precise, and only lasts for a moment. However, Glenn decides it isn't enough and captures 
Mike's lips in a harder, more passionate kiss. Without much hesitation, Glenn opens his lips and meets Mike's 
with his tongue. Mike immediately reciprocates and their tongues begin to mingle. Glenn feels himself heating 
up, and decides he needs more. He breaks the kiss, panting, and whispers "You got a bed?". Mike, whose eyes 


are a stormy shade of blue, smiles and stands up. Slapping money on the counter, he clumsily leads Glenn out 


of the bar.~~~ 


“Ey, buddy you gonna pay me anytime soon? The meter runs ‘til ya get out." The driver's voice startled Glenn 
out of musing. He quickly pays the driver, mumbles "Dick" under his breath and anxiously walks into the lobby 
of the hotel. 


He has no idea what to do, and never in his life has he ever really questioned his sexuality. There's a weird 
feeling in the pit of his stomach and Glenn decides the only thing to do consult someone who knows a bit about 


the concept of.. sexuality. 


As he reaches the door of the crappy hotel room he and Rob have been sharing, he realizes he has no idea 
where the key is. "Fuck!", he blurts as he starts knocking on the door. "Rob, let me in! It's Glenn!" 


For what feels like an eternity, Glenn yells and slams his fist against the door. After an especially loud "Open 


the damn door, you lazy sodl", the door is unlocked and slowly opened. Standing in nothing but boxers and a 
black T-shirt, a bleary, clearly hungover Rob hisses "For fuck's sake you'll wake the entire floor." 


Glenn watches him walk back into the dark room and collapse onto one of the two twin beds. He closes the door 


and sits on the other. He's unsure of how to start. "Rob.." 
Rob merely hums in response. A frustrated Glenn heatedly says "Rob, fucking sit up, this is important." 


He grumbles slightly, but complies. His face shifts from an annoyed, slightly pained grimace to a more 


concerned, slightly pained grimace when he sees the anxiety in Glenn's eyes. 
Wiping the haze out of his eyes, he asks "What's wrong, mate?" 
Glenn finds himself fidgeting under Rob's stare. "Uh... l- well last night after you left the bar." 


The concern on Rob's face is mostly replaced with intrigue now, and quizzically he suggests, "Oh, you ended up 
buying him that drink, eh?". A small smirk forms on his lips and he keeps prodding. "Glenny, did you get lucky 
last night?" 


Glenn feels his face heating up and cradles his head in his hands. "Shut up, Rob." 
Rob continues smirking. "You did! How was it? Did-" 


Glenn sharply cuts in "No, you don't fucking get it, do you? I'm not gay!" He spits the word out as if it leaves a 
bad taste in his mouth. He continues despite watching Rob visibly deflate. "I've had girlfriends my entire life! l- 
I've never even thought about banging a guy. And | never would've hit on him if you didn't push me into it! 
Fuck, I'm straight. I'm not.. like youl" Glenn realizes what he's said and immediately stops, regretting what just 
came out of his mouth. "That wasn't supposed to sound like that." 


Clearly stinging from the venom-filled words thrown at him, Rob bites his lip. The hurt twists into anger and 
Rob looks into Glenn's eyes. "I'm sorry. It looks as if somehow due to prolonged exposure to me, you've caught 
my disease! What a fucking tragedy. My condolences." He stands up, and continues. "Jesus, Glenn, you were 
staring at that guy all night. | wouldn't have told you to ‘go for it otherwise. It was obvious, not to mention 
pathetic, and the other guys would've noticed eventually. | thought that if you were feeling insecure about it, 
then who better to help you than someone who also had - has - that same insecurity! But no, you're right; 
you aren't gay. You drunkenly fucked a man because you're so fucking straight? Yeah, l'm sure that's why." He 


finishes quietly, and sits back down, 


They sit in silence for a moment before Rob speaks again. "I don't know what to tell you, Glenn. Obviously you 
felt, or feel, something for the guy." 


"Yeah..", Glenn whispers. He rubs his eyes and lets out an exasperated "Fuck me." 


Rob lets out a snort and cautiously teases, "How very straight of you." 


Despite his current situation Glenn laughs. He genuinely didn't mean to say what he said. Rob's been his best 
friend for years; he's never thought less of him because of his sexuality. If anything, Glenn thinks more of 
Rob because if it. The world isn't exactly openminded about it, and apparently he's kept it quiet mostly ‘for the 
sake of the band. 


"Glenn, did being with him last night make you happy?" 


After thinking for a moment, Glenn answers "Yes. And l- | couldn't stop staring at him.. even after we started 


talking. And when we kissed | just felt.. like.. I'd never felt that way before.. Fuck, | don't know what I'm doing-" 


Rob interrupts Glenn's rambling. "Then why do you care if it's a bloke that's making 

you feel this way? You can't force yourself to be happy with someone if you clearly aren't. It isn't fair to 
them or you. So if you're happy with this guy you met last night, then fuckin’ try being with him. It's not a 
matter of being gay or straight, it's a matter of being with someone who makes you happy.’ 


Glenn soaks in what Rob just said. "Wow.. Now | feel like a real douchebag.’, Glenn says still desperately wishing 
he could take back what he said to Rob just minutes earlier. He apologizes. "Rob, l'm sorry about what | said. | 
was caught really off guard by all of this, and what | said was grossly wrong. That's not how | feel at all.” 
Rob smiles slightly, and stands up. Walking past Glenn, he briefly puts a hand on his shoulder. "I know." 

He walks to the bathroom and before entering, he turns back to Glenn and says "We leave tomorrow morning. 
You should probably go talk to that bloke of yours. H's almost 4 in the afternoon now." He disappears into the 


bathroom, and Glenn hears the shower start running. 


Glenn stands up, fishes in his pockets, and with a sigh of relief, he pulls out a bar napkin with Mike's phone 


number scrawled into it. Immediately he dials it up. 
When he hears Mike pick up, he skips right over pleasantries. 


"Is that breakfast offer still on the table?" 


